customs. Time, which they only won more drudgery
by saving, pressed so hard on their heels now that they
had no leisure to look at me as they splashed. But I
wondered how long it would be before those cowlike
or malicious faces awakened to the knowledge that they
resented my presence. As the rush spent itself and the
smaller girls got to the basins I was given a towel and
a number in the wash-room. I was dealt out with a
pair of calico knickers, which, I was tonelessly ins-
tructed, the school called "linings," just as it referred to
the lavatories as "offices." In the scrambling boot-room
I was flung a pile of long, black, often cobbled boots,
lacing almost to the knee, and told to find a pair that
fitted me and look slippy about it. Finally I was given the
school uniform, a brown, longsleeved cuffed frock, with
buttons down the front, and ordered to go and mark
my clothes.
Everything was scramble and rush and shouting;
voices were perpetually on the verge of cracking into a
scream. Sixty of us sat down with shuffling feet to
breakfast at long trestle-tables, set in a large bare room
whose figured red lino was its only touch of colour.
There was dark and bitter tea, doorstep slices of bread-
and-scrape. No one took the least notice of me till a
plate of bread-and-dripping was sent down for me
from the matron's table. Then there were only
envious glances, comments that ricochetted over my
head across the clattering cups.
''New girl's started greasing up to matron pretty
quick."
"She looks a softy all right."
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